THE FLY.
o
A fiy,
To my eve.
Is a wonderful thine.
He buzzes about all ihe day on his wing—
A gossamer, filibberty, gibberty thing.
You wouldn't surmise
A thing of his size
Had strengty tor all of the tasks tkat he
tries.
For instanes, to-day
I was reading away

Of fairi gnomes and the pranks that

Scurrying in,
Av%é ficking the ends of my nose and my
chin,
Until I'd
Like to died
With wrath and chagrin,
Now I'm a big thing—
The fly was small,
He'd flop and he’'d fling,
He'd buzz and he’d sing,
Whiie I wouid do nothing at all
But whack at that fly
Each time he came by,
Deep wrath in my eye;
I never could hit him however I'd try.
1 whacked for two hours
With all of my powers;
Arnd when 1 was done
1 sat weary
And teary—
While he was as fresh as when he had be-
gun.
=~John Kendrick Bangs, in St. Nicholas.

Middle Age
Station

11 T HAS only recently been dawning

upon me what's the matter with me
— . m hiking along toward middle age,”
remarked a rotund man of 45 or so, who
accomplished a great deal of roamingup
and down the world before he dropped
anchor and settled down about a decade
and a half ago. *“I hate to believe it,
but it’s a fact.

*“The other afternocn I went into a
gtore to buy a hat.

*“‘Show me some straws,’” I said to
the salesman.

“The salesman brought out a lot of
those narrow-brimmed, soft, high-
crowned straw hats that the sedate old
codgers wear, for comfort more than
looks.

“ ‘Not that kind,” I said, rather impa-
tiently to the salesman—I didn’t enjoy
the imputation he suggested by fetching
out hats of that kind. “Wide-brimmed
gailor straws, you know—something
etylish—not’'necessarily jaunty, but—er
—stylish and effective.’

“The salesman looked at me rather
doubtfully.

“ ‘Very well,” he replied, ‘but the kind
I've shown you are the sort that are
mostly worn by settled men.’

*“ ‘Settled men!’ Me a settled man!
That came as a sort of shock to me, I'm
bound to admit.

*“*Say, how old d’'ye think I am—a
hundred and fourteen ?’I asked the sales-
maau.

“*‘Oh, no,” he replied, smiling, ‘but, you
know, those wide-brimmed sailor straws
are generally worn by—they're more
auitable for the young fellows, y’know.’

“l hadn’t entirely got into the habit
of classing myself as anything else but
one of the young feliows, but of course
1 had to accept the polite salesman’s ver-
dict that I was in the fogy class— I can’t
say that I enjoyed it.

“But that salesman’s opinion wasn’t
the first to nudge me along to the some-
what unpleasant realization that I'm
really not one of the young fellows any
more. Last winter I went into a shoe
store and said, sort of off-hand, to the
salesman: ‘Show me some shoes, size
eight,” and blamed if he didn’t look me
over and then fetch out four or five
Bquare-toed, very sort leather congress
gaiters—those shoes with the elastic
tabs at the side, you know, that old
codgers wear so that they can clip 'em
on and off easily. I was foolish enough
to depart from that shoe store in a
sort of huff, but when I thought it over
and cooled out, I perceived that the shoe
salesman wasn’t really to blame—it was
myself that was to blame for getting
into the middle-age class and taking on
that congress gaitery look! So I went
back to the shoe store and bought my
shoes there. Congress gaiters? Not
much! I bought a pair of buttoned pat-
<nt leathers—d'ye think I'm going to
permit them to naturally forece me to be
amiddle-aged by their implications that
I have reached that stage?

“I began to notiee, too, awhile baek,
that a great magpy of the young fellows
with whom I came into business or so-
cial contact—chaps of from 25 to 20—
were falling into the habit of calling
me ‘sir.”’ T hate tocown up how mueh that
distressed me when I noticed it. I knew
that I held no exalted station that would

title me to the ‘sir’ business from
anybody, and then ! was reluctantly—
great scott! how reluctantly—forced
te ihe conclusion—beyond all doubt the
gorrect conclusion—that the only rea-
son why these fellows of 25 and 30 were
addressing me as ‘sir’ was that they
wanted to evinee proper respect toward
me as 2 middle-aged man! After ‘sir-
ring’ me these same fcllows would, right
in my presence, rollickingly address fel-
lows of their own age by their first
names. It makes me feel like one out
of the pieture—like cne dished. ‘I had
passed that queerly indefinable line of
demarcation between the ‘young fellow’
end the ‘settled man,” without kmowing
it or appreciating the significance of the
change — and then, when I was
forced to think it over, the knowl-
edge of it came swoopfag in upom
me like an avalapche—I had reached
the middle age and joined the
‘settied’ crowd all unawares! I'll get
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peed toit in time, wo doubt—Ili bave to

—but it's an uncanny, measley sort ¢
feeling at first. 1 7ell‘to wondering
whether, in my utter unappreciation oi
the fact that I had attained or was verg-
ing upon middle age, I had gone on act-
ing too much the part of the young fel-
low, thus giving people the chance tc
criticise me for trying to kscp up the
bluff that I still possessed the youth that
had slipped away from me without my
knowing it. The thought of that cha-
grined me. I hate to see a middle-aged
mar. making the foolish effort to trot
along in the young fellow class—there’s
something humiliating to me in such
a spectacle. And so, next summer, I sup-
pose that, after all, I shall have to go
one of those straw hats that are de-
vised for the ‘settled men,’ and after
that, mayhap, even the congress gaiters,
if only to keep peopie from poking fur-
ther fun at me under their impression
that I am making frantic efforts to act
and look like a young fellow after my
genuine youngfellowhood had glided
helplessly far behind me.

“But this forced realization of the
fact that your youth has gone and that
you've been thrust into the middle-aged
class, takes a good many wistful lit-
tle ambitions out of your life. I wasa
great wanderer over the face of the
earth in my young manhood—did a lot
of sailing before the mast to out-of-the-
way corners of the world when there
was no other necessity for it except that
I longed to have a good, square look at
the world and all partsof it. Well, since
I've settled down the thing that the Ger-
mans call the ‘wander-lust’ has often
seized me, and I have hankered to be
on the move up and down the world
again. The fact that I had taken a
wife and had a family of children, of
course, rendered any such a thing as
my yielding to these impulses out of
the question, but I always had a sort
of hold-out in this connection.

“When I'd take my clothes off I'd
get to looking at the tattooed figures
on my arms, and fall to dreaming of
the strange little corners of the orient
that I was running into when I had
those tattoo marks made with the
youth’s pride in such foolish things—
and then the old longing to up-anchor
and get under steam again would seize
me. Whereupon, of course, I'd be
brought up with a round turn with the
thought of my settled-down condition
and my wife and children. But, even
then, I'd say to myself: ‘Oh, well, I'll
see all of those old places again one
of these days—I'll have# one more good
old rattling cruise in the South seas,
anyhow, before I'm piptd out—plenty
of time, plenty of time—I'm young
vet.

“And I was still giving entertainment
to these vague dreams when the realiza-
tion was forced upon me that I was a
middle-aged man, that middle-aged men
are not for the wandering game; that
the old reckless years had long goneand
were worse than hull down on the hori-
zon—and then it was borne in upon me
that that little wistful hold-out of mine
as to again seeing the strange, out-of-
the-way corners of the earth was the
merest fantasy—that, as a matter of
fact, there wasn't ‘plenty of time,” as I
had been so fondly imagining—no time
for anything except to make up my
mind that I was a fogy, and, as a fogy.
shelved and settled down for good and
all!

“Middle age has its compensations, you
say? Yes. Uh-huh. So I've heard. But
give me just one week out of one of
those old, wild, untrammeled years, and
I'll give you five years of the middle
age that’s upon me in exchange!”—
Washington Star.

HERMIT IN CROWDED CITY.

Resident of Syracuse, N. Y,, Has Not
Beén Downtown in Thirty
Years,

A veritable Rip Van Winkle has beeg
discovered in Syracuse, N. Y., who, al-
though living but a short walk from the
business center, has not been downtywn
in 30 years, and has seen none of the
new sky scrapers and business blc:cks
which adorn Syracuse. His name is
Paul Hesley. He is a well man, and has
not taken any vow to thus seclude him-
self. Moreover, he has possession of al}
his faculties, is well read and intelligent.
A few, days ago he was “‘dug up” by an
automobilist and taken for a spia
through the city. He has lived here 55
vears, and was in lower South Saling
street but a very few times during all
this time.

The reason Mr. Hesley gives for this
strange, secluded life is this: “Wlen I
was young I had to work so steadily that
1 didn’t have time to go around ani ses
things, and now that I am o¢ld, I don’t
care much about it.” After his trip he
sajd: :

“Syracuse is certainly a growing town.

.| This seems like going thousands of wiles

away from home.”

The old man spends all his time clock-
making and hoeing in the garden. Heis
perfectly contented to stay at home.
Living almost around the corner {rg.
the magnificent ne*v high school whirh
the city has just erected, he never saw
the building, either completed or in
process of erecticn, until he took his au-
tomobile trip. Another strange feature
of ghe case is that he keeps in touch with
the progress of the city by means of the
newspapers, but he never has any curi-
osity to see things for himself.

Especially Forbidden.

Commenting on the fact that the
khedive of Egypt, on his recent trip to
Europe, rode from Calais to Parison a
locomotive in preference to the special
car provided for him, the Frankfurter
Zeitung remarks that since Ferdinand
of Bulgaria made such a trip from
Salzburg to Munich, locomotive rides
by royal personages have been officially
forbidden on German railways because
of the danger of digiracting the engi-
neer’s attention. e

lorida’s orange and pineapple erop

" “What a dreary,
‘yeure must be."—Ciucinnati Enguirer.
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Find the Owner of the Well.
An unlucky Fox, having failen into a Well, was able, by dint of

great efforts, just to keep his head above water.

While he was there

struegling, and sticking his claws into the side of the Well, a Wolf came
by and looked in. ‘“What, my dear brother!” said he, with affected con-
cern, “‘can it really be vou that I see down there? How cold you must
feel! How long have you been in? How came you to fall in? I am so
pained to see you! Do tell me all about it!” “The end of a rop¢ would
be of more use to me than all your pity,” answered the Fox. *Just help
me to set my foot once more on solid ground, and you shall have the

whole story.”
MORAIL—Pity, indeed, is, of itself, but

produces something more substntial, rath er impertinpently

way agreeable.

poor comiort at any time: ané unless it
troublesome, than any

CLIMB TO REACH WATER.

Old Angler Tells Story to Prove the
Reasoning Fower Displayed
by Fish,

“Fishes have more sense than they
are credited with having,” said an old
angler, “and my experience has taught
me not to put much faith in the state-
ment that they only know things from
the vibrations due to concussion. 1
think they reason in some way or other.
I don’t know just how it is. Iam sat-
isfied that nature has not been particu-
iarly extravagant in the matter of giv-
ing fish intelligence. Besides, I know
that their eyes are ‘fiat,” and they can
see but very little. 1 suppose the eye
of the fish is worse, if anything, than
the eye of the reptile. But taking all
these things into consideration, l‘ am
convinced from little things 1 have ob-
served that the fish is a pretty wise
member, and that he at least knows
what is good for him when he is con-
fronted by the blunt issue of surviving
or not surviving. Why is it that a fish
always flounders toward the water?
"That’s the point I have in mind, and
it is the one fact above all others that
has convinced me that the fish has more
sense than we think. 1 have never seen
a fish that would not flounder toward
the water.

“] know two answers will be made to
this suggestion. One is that there is
generally a slope toward the water, and
that hence the force of gravity deter-
mines the direction of the motion of the
fish’s movement. And the other is a
primary reason—the matter of instinct,
as distinguished from reason. These ex-
planations do not satisfy me. In the
first place, I reject the thecry which
makes a difference between instinct and
reason. I cannot tell the difference be-
tween the attributes, so much are they
alike. In the second place, I want to tell
you that I have seen fish floundering up
hill. Why? Simply because they were
forced to flounder up hill in order to get
back into the water. Does a fish know
anything about direction and distance?
I think 0. 1 have seen them jump and
flounder up hill, inch after inch, until
they got back to the edge of the stream
out of which they had been jerked. It
ma) be what some of the writers call
‘instinet,” but to save my soul I can’t
tell ‘instinct” from what we are accus-
tomed to' regard as reason in higher
forms of life.”

Red-Tape Absurdities.
The Deutsche Juristenzeitung re-
cords the following instance of Prus-
sian red tape. A woman who disap-

judged dead after a time. Three years
later she reappeared, proved her iden-
tity beyond a doubt ahd demanded a
passport and other legal documents
which Germans are required to pos-
sess. The authorities, however, re-
fused to give her the documents, de-
claring that legally she was dead, and
the law courts decided that she could
not appeal against the ruling that she
was dead, because too great an interval
had elapsed for an appeal to be allow-
able. The courts of appeal upheld this
decision, so that the unfortunate wom-
an is still dead, though very mnuch
alive to the absurdities of red tape—
London Tit-Bits.

His Saperiority.

Constituent—Senator, how would you
settle these labor disputes, if the matter
devolved upon you?

Senator Trimmur—H 'm—haw—well—
er—there is a great deal that might be
taid on both sides of that question.

“I know it, senator, and you're just
the man that can say it.”"—Chicago Trib-
une,

Her Idea of It.

“I seldom associate with anyone that
knows more than I do,” said young Sap-
leigh.

“Indeed!” exclaimed Miss Caustigue.
lonesome existence
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peared from her home was legally ad- |

SUNLIGHT AND HUMAN EGDY.

Experiments Show That Rays Pene-
trate Eaxily Through (Guite
a Thickness of Flexh,

An article contributed by Dr. J. N.
Kime to the Scientific American gives
details of some experiments that show
that sunlight will penetrate in a com-
paratively short time through a cop-
siderable thickness of flesh. He beund
together a small negative and a gela-
tino-bromide plate and put the com-
bination between the teeth and cheek
of the subject, taking suitable precau-
tions that no light should enter at the
mouth. The cheek was then exposed
to direct sunshine in February for
40 seconds, and in every case the im-
age was developed. One man ¢n whom
the experiment was tried had a thick,
short, black beard and this lessened
the exposure effect scmewhat. An-
other was a negro, with a taick, dark
cheek, and here the diminution in the
light transmitted was still* more
marked.

No steps were taken to interfere
with the circulation of the blood and
Dr. Kime considers that his experi-
ments show that it is not necessary,
as has been stated, to compress the
parts to free them {rom blocd as far
as possible when light is used as a
surgical agent. Dr. Kime also states
that his experiments show why red
light is valuable in the treatment of
smallpox. “They prove that no chem-
ical light of any consequéence reaches
the patient.” When red curtains are
fixed over the windows, etc., and soO
irritation is prevented and subsequent
disfigurement lessened. But as the
photographic plates used were unot
sensitive to red light the soundness of
this deduction from the experimental
results may be doubted.

THE ALARM-CLOCK BRAIX.

This Writer Rather Dubiousx €oncern-
ing Veracity of Maun Whe Clasims
to Awaken at Will.

To be able to waken one’s self at a
predetermined and usually uneartkiy
hour without external prompting s an
accomplishment of which one may
well boast, and of which many do
boast, I hope with entire truthfulness.
Continually to be doubting other pes-
ple’s word is, perhaps, a bad sign, nut
1 confess that when one of these gift-
ed mortals tells how the tide served
for weak-fishing at 3:30 a. m., and the
appointment was for 3 sharp at Sam-
mis’ pier; how he did not want to
rouse the whole house with the alarm
cloek, and how, furthermore, if he had
put his whole trust and confidence in
the clock it would have been just him
to snore through its long-protracted
trill, so he simply impressed upon his
| mind, “two-thirty,”” because that
would give him about time to dress
land get down to the dock. “Two-
thirty,” he said to his mind. “Two-

thirty. Understand?” And his mind
nodded its head and said: “All right,
| boss, I'll call you. Don’t you worry.
| Two-thirty,” and he went to bed at
i seven and slept like a top, and it
| seemed like it was no time at all be-
| fore he waked up with & sort of a
jerk, as broad awake as ever he was
in his life. He struck a match and
looked at his watch, and what do you
think? Well, sir, it was just 2:31.
When a man tells me that, 1 look him
' right in the eye.—Everyboay’s Maga-
| zine.

|

Walls and Things.

Still a great wall intervened between
them and society.

“Let’s give it up,” said the man, thor-
oughly disheartened.

“Oh, we're going to get overit,” said
the woman, nothing daunted.

“What! have we wings?” expostulated
the man. :

“No, but our money has,” said tke

woman.—Detroit Free Press. _..
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Miss Muriel Armitage.
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'|Thank Pe-ru-na for Their
_Suffering.

Miss Muriel Armitage, 36 Green-
wood Ave., Détroit, Mich., District
Organizer of the Royal Templars of
Temperance, in arecent letter, says:

*1 think thata woman naturally
shrinks from making her troubles
| publie, butrestored he#th has meant
so much tome that I feel for thesake

duty to tell what Peruna has done
for me.

I suffered for five years with
nterine irregularities, which brought
on hysteria and made me a physical
wreck. 1 tried doetors from the dif-
ferent schools of medicine, but with-
out any perceptible change in my
condition. In iy despair I calledon
an old nurse, who advised me totry
Peruna, and promised good resultsif
I'would persist and take itregularly.
1 thought this was the least [ conld
do and procured a bottle. I knew as
soon as | began taking it that it was
affeeting me differently from any-
thing I had used l;efore,andsolkept
on taking it. I kept this up for six
months, and steadily gained strength
and health, and when I had used
fifteen bottles I econsidered myself
{entirely cured. I am a grateful,
happy woman to-day.”—Miss Muriel
Armitage.

Peruna cures catarrh of the pelvie
organs with the same surety as it
cures catarrh of the head. Peruna
has become renowned as a positive
cure for female ailments simply be-
cause the ailments are mostly due
to catarrh, Catarrh is the cause of
the trouble. Peruna cures the ca-
tarrh. The symptoms disappear.

Female Weakness is Pelvic
Catarrh.

Always Half Sick are the Women
Who Have Pelvic Catarrh.

Catarrh of cuy organ, if allowed to
progress, will affect the whole body.
Catarrh without nervousness 1s very
rare, but pelvic catarrh and nervousness |
go hand in"hand.

Whatisso distressinga sight as a poor
half-sick, nervous woman, suffering
fromthe manyalmost unbearablesymp-
toms of pelvie catarrh ? She does not
consider herself i1l enongh togo tobed,
but she is far from beino able to doher |

work withont the greatest exhaustion.
This is a very common sight and is
almost always due to pelvic catarrh.

1t is worse than foolish for so many
women to suffer year after year witha
disease that can be permanently cured.

Perunacures catarrh permawently. I
curesold echronie cases as wellas aslight
attack, the only difference being in the
length of time that itshould be takento
effect a cure. -

If you do not derive prompt and satis-
factory results from the use of Peruna,
write at once to Dr. Hartman, giving a
full statement of ycur case, and he will
be pleased to give yon his valuable ad-
vice gratis.

Address Dr. Hartman, President of
The Hartman Sanitarium, Columbus,
Ohio.

Chinaman's Repartee, !
The editor of the (Tiinese Daily World, |
publisked in this city, is a graduate of Yale,
and while retaining all the characteristie |
reticenee of his race is, nevertheless, |
rutaer clever at repartee, as was rec ently ‘
insianced waen a ratner dapper young :‘c[J
low called at tre World cffice to sell a cer-
tain grade of paper. 'I'ne editor affects the |
American style of c¢ress, and the paper house |
drummer tnougit ne would be smart and |
opened the conversation by impudently ask-
ing:  “What kind of a 'nese are you—dJap- |
anese or a Cninese?’ The editor smiled
blandly, and with a courteous bow retorted:
“Beiore | answer your inquiry will you kind-
ly inform me what kind of a key you ave,
and tell me if you are a menkey. a donkey
or a Yankee?’ The drummer fled in dis
nay.—Nan Francisco Wasp.
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Capable.
A very jaunty looking applicant for the |
position of stenographer and typewriter in
the office of a gentleman in public life was
told that it would be necessary for her to
have a thorough knowledge of grammar.
Sne gave proof of her entire proficiency by |
saying: “Well, 1 have always knowed how
to spell. and when it comes to grammer I
don’t take ne back scat for nobody, I don’t.”
—Woman’s Home Companion.
e i
Three =olid through trains daily Chicago
to California. Chicago, Union Pacitic &
North-\Western Line.
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Persecution blows out the candle of pre-

W. L. DOUCLAS
$3.22 & *3 SHOES

You can save from $3 to $5 yearly by
wearing W. L. Douglas $3.50 or $3
They equal those
that have been cost-
ing you from §4.00
to $5.00. The im-
mense sale of W. L.
Douglas shoes proves
their superiority cver
all other makes.
Sold by retail shoe
dealers everywhere.
Look™ for name and
price on bottom.
That Douglas uses Cor-
ona Colt proves there is
value in Douglas shoes.
Corona is the highest
grade Pat.Leather made ;
Ouir $4 Glit Edge £ e cannot y price.
Shoes by mail, 25 cents ngln. m':’um‘
Catalog free, W. L, DCUGLAS, Brockton, Mass,
~ e B

SELTZER

CURES ALL

tense.— Ram’'s Horn.
Any one can dye with Putnam Fadeless
Dye, no experience required.

- -

Every man thinks he is reasonable—

Wisaiugton (la.) Lemocrat.
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MARKET REPORT.
Cincinnati, Sept.
CATTLE—Common .$2 40 @
Heavy steers @
CALVES—Extra ....
HOGS—Ch., packers .
Mixed packers ....
SHEEP—Extra
LAMBS—Extra
FLOUR—Spring hat.
WHEAT—No. 2 red.
No. 3 winter
CORN—No. 2 mixed.
OATS—No. 2 mixed.
RYE—No. 2 :
HAY—New timothy..
PORK—Clear family.
LARD—Steam
BUTTER—Ch. dairy.
Choice creamery ..
APPLES—Fancy .... 2 50
POTATOES—Per bbl 1 85
TOBACCO—New .35 @9
Qld itk AR F LT
Chicago.
FLOUR—Winter pat. 3
WHEAT—No. 2 red.
No. 3 spring
CORN—No. 2 mixed.
OATS—No. 2 mixed.
RYE—No. 2
PORK—Mess
LARD—Steam
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New York.

FLOUR—Win. st'rts. 3 65
WHEAT—No. 2 red.
CORN—No. 2 mixed.
OATS—No. 2 mixed.
RYE—Western ..
PORK—Family
LARD—Steam ..

Baltimore.

WHEAT—No. 2 red.
CORN—No. 2 mixed.
OATS—No. 2 mixed.
CATTLE—Steers ... 5 00
HOGS—Western ....
Louisville.
WHEAT—No. 2 red.
CORN—No. 2 mixed.
OATS—No. 2 mixed.
PORK—MesSS .....du
LARD—Steam ......

‘Indianapolis.

EAT—No. 2 red.
RN—No. 2 mixed.
OATB—-NQ. 2 mixed.
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Headaches

10 CENTS --EVERYWHERE

Millions of U. M. C. Shet £hells
are sold each yecar. They zre
made in the cartridge
factory in the world.

The UNION METALLIG CARTRIDGE GO.

BRIDGEPORT, CONN.
Your dcaler
sells them.

If you suffer from Epilepsy.

pess, St. Vitus's Dance, or Vertigo, have chik

New
Treatment will immediately relieve and PER~
MANENTLY CURE them, and all you are’
asked’1o do is to send for my FREB TREAT-
MENT and try it. It has CURED thousands
where everything else failed. Wiil be sent in
plain package absolutely free, express repud'..
My Illustrated Book, - Epilepsy Expiaived,
FREE by mail. Please give name, E and
full address. All correspondence profess
confidential.

W. H. MAY, M. D,,
04 Pine Street, New York Citys

1| PAY SPOT CASH FOR
MILITARY

BOUNTY
issued to soldiers of any war. Write meat
FRANK H. REGER, B&ﬂlf Block, Denver,

FITZGERALD & CO., Box K,
A. N. K~E
WHEN WRITING TO A

1988

of other suffering women it is my

ADVERTISERS
please state that you saw the »dvertises
ment in this paper. . ¥ :

Recovery After Years of

Fits, Palling Sicks -

| dren, relatives, friends or neighbors that doso, -
| or know people that are afflicted, my

PATENTS nnisas
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GRATEFUL, HAPPY WOMEN
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